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heretofore, and passed the Swan Inn, where Scott used to go daily to get a
draught of liquor, when he was visiting Wordsworth, who had no wine or other
inspiriting fluid in his house.206 It stands right on the roadside, a small, white-
washed house, with an addition in the rear that seems to have been built since
Scott's time. Over the door is the painted sign of a swan, with "Scott's Swan
Hotel." I went a considerable distance beyond it; but a shower coming up,
I turned back, entered the inn, and following the mistress into a snug little
room, was served [57] with a glass of bitter ale. It is a very plain and homely
little inn; and certainly could not have satisfied Scott's wants, if he had required
anything very far-fetched or delicate in his potations. I found two Westmore-
land peasants in the room, with liquor before them. One went away almost
immediately; but the other remained, and entering into conversation with
him, he told me that he was going to New Zealand, and expected to sail in
September. I announced myself as an American, and he said that a large party
had lately gone from hereabouts to America; but he seemed not to understand
that there was any distinction between Canada and the States. These people
had gone to Quebec. He was a very civil, well-behaved, kindly sort of person,
of a simple character, which I took to belong to the class and locality, rather
than to himself individually. I could not very easily understand all that he
said, owing to his provincial dialect; and when he spoke to his own countrymen,
or to the women of the house, I really could but just catch a word here and
there. How long it takes to melt England down into a homogeneous mass! He
told me that there was a public library in Grasmere, to which he has access, in
common with the other inhabitants, and a reading room connected with it,
where he reads the "Times" in the evening. There was no American smartness
in his mind. When I left the Swan [58] it was showering smartly; but the drops
quite ceased, and the clouds began to break away before I reached my hotel;
and I saw the new moon over my right shoulder.

JULY 2ist SATURDAY.

WE left Grasmere yesterday, after breakfast, it being a delightful morning,
with some clouds, but the cheerfullest sunshine on great part of the mountain-
sides and on ourselves. We returned, in the first place, to Ambleside, along the
border of Grasmere lake, which would be a pretty little piece of water, with its
steep and high surrounding hills, were it not that a stubborn and straight-lined
stone fence, running along the eastern shore, by the roadside, quite spoils its
appearance. Rydal-water (though nothing can make a lake of it) looked prettier
and less diminutive than at the first view; and, in fact, I find that it is impossible
to know accurately how any prospect or other thing looks, until after at least
a second view, which always essentially corrects the first. This, I think, is
especially true in regard to objects which we have heard much about, and
exercised our imagination upon; the first view being a vain attempt to reconcile
our idea with the reality, and in the second we begin to accept the thing for
what it really is. Wordsworth's situation is really a beautiful one; and Nab